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One 


Author's Notes: 
612 words-too long for a drabble, dribble or even a double dip. Ladies and gentlemen, | give you a dick trickle. 
And also some info on blood oranges: 


http://wwwgourmetsleuth.com/bloodoranges.htm 


James lifted off his headphones and looked up at Kirk "What?" 
"Busy?" Kirk asked, learing against the bulkhead. 

James snorted, motioning to the portable DVD player. 

"Want company?" 

"Thought you were sleeping, And no, | don't want company: 


"Yeah you do." Kirk slid into the seat next to James. "I was sleeping. Woke up. Wanted a snack. Whatcha 


watching?" 
James scowled and settled the headphones back onto his ears. 


"Ah, Pinge and Burge. What the hell possessed you to watch this?" Kirk asked as he split open an orange and 


handed James a wedge. 


James bit into the orange slice and swore as its red-tinted nectar oozed down his hand. "What the hell is 


this?" 
"Blood orange. Sweeter and juicier than the norm, no less nicely colored. Like it?" 


"Fuck yeah." James nodded as he chuckled, pointing at the screen. "Look, there you are with your snaggletooth. 
Me and Lars decided you were a Nosferatu reject and.. " He glanced over at the seat beside him and was 


surprised to see it empty except for the cut-up orange sitting on a plate. 


"Weirdo," James murmured, the DVD forgotten. He tore into Kirk's treat, wolfing down the pulp then sucking on 


the spent slices, making certain he soaked up every last drop of the fruits essence. 


"Shit. I'm a fucking mess." He grimaced at the stickiness on his hands and face. Time to hit the head. He made 
his way through the dimly-kit cabin, passing slumbering Met crewmembers, briefly questioning why the faint 
pulse beneath their respective necks suddenly fascinated him. Shrugging it off to tour fatigue and his comment 


to Kirk, he slipped into the lav, his eyes tearing up, assaulted by the suddenly bright lights. 


Keeping his weeping eyes shut tight, James felt around for the faucet and turned it on. Bending down, he 
splashed water on his face, washing his hands at the same time. Refreshed, he felt around for a towel and 
finding one, he made quick use of it. Straightening up, he opened one eye in a squint and was relieved that the 
bright light was no longer an issue. His vision fully restored, he checked himself out in the mirror as he ran 
his hand through his hair, grinning at his reflection 


"THE FUCK?" He leaned forward, baring his teeth; positive that what he just saw was a trick of the light. It 


must have been because what he thought was there really wasn't. 


Shaking his head at his momentary stupidity, James left the lav determined to get a few hours sleep before 
the flight landed. Padding softly to his seat, he noticed Kirk and Rob sitting together, deep in conversation 


Rob looked up at James as he walked by. "Join us, would ya?" he invited. "Kirk has these oranges that are 


fucking incredible." He grinned, the overhead light reflecting off his teeth. 


James grabbed onto the nearest headrest to steady himself because his legs began to shake as his grasp on 
reality unraveled. 


"James, why don't you sit with us?" Kirk's lips hadn't moved but James swore he heard his soft-spoken 


invitation in his head. 


"No... no.." James trembled, ordering himself to move forward, to put as much distance as he could between 


them and himself, to just get a fucking grip! 

James stumbled to his seat, biting his lip in the process. Wincing, he tasted the metallic tang of blood and 
brought his hand up to mouth. Slowly taking inventory of each of his teeth individually with a finger, his heart 
skipped a beat as he reached the one he had been avoiding. 


Snaggletooth. 


